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I gave her some of the reasons. (I quote again from my book written
at that time.)
Every news-reel in every cinema, I told her, showed German youth
drilling, marching, parading. There was a conviction that Germany was
rearming secretly, and that every German was a soldier. Hitler's book
Mein Kampfw&s not exactly reassuring. All that stuff about absorbing
the Nordic people,, and extending German Kultur over Holland,
Denmark, Sweden, parts of Hungary, Austria and Czechoslovakia,
was alarming.
The Hitler regime had begun with brutality against the Jews. The
spirit of the bully was exalted by the Nazi creed. Men like Rosenberg,
with his mystical nonsense about the Germanic race and the old
paganism, was preaching a cult against intellectualism, and proclaiming
the right of instinct and biological force. It was a denial of all civilised
ideals. It was a hark-back to barbarism. There was a book by a man
called Banse, a professor with an official appointment, as a University
instructor. It was written in the spirit of blood lust. It exalted war. It
called upon the German people to smash France and England in the
fulfilment of a divine destiny. There was a lot of rubbish like that.
So I spoke and the American lady, who had lived many years of
married life in Germany, listened to my words attentively. She was very
much surprised.
"My German friends laugh at Rosenberg's nonsense," she said.
"Do you think they take it seriously? As for that man Banse I have
never heard of him, and I doubt whether the people I know have ever
heard of him."
She said the German boys liked marching about just as English boys
loved cricket or football. It gave them a sense of comradeship which is
a great need, she said, in the minds of young Germans.
"I know so many of these young Nazis," she told me. "They talk
very freely to me because I am the wife of a German and therefore a
German. They never talk of wanting war. On the contrary they hate
the idea of it. If ever they speak of war it is because they have a fear that
France and her Allies will force it upon them. Naturally they feel they
must defend the Fatherland. Wouldn't any other nation feel the same?
Wouldn't England, if it were threatened with invasion?"
It was then that I became aware of several young waiters of the
Fiirstenhof listening with their ears cocked.
"We had better get into a quiet corner," I suggested. "We are having
an audience."
We retired and continued our talk. She was a very knowledgeable
lady, I thought. She knew Hitler and admired him.
"He is all for peace," she assured me, "Foreigners don't believe in his